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ADVERTISEMENT. 


JF may not be improper to tell an Engliſh Reader ſome 

Circumſtances of this Play. The Character if 
AEnilia, conſequently her Scenes with Mtnxcoun, is 
wholly new. The Fable, excepting ſome Alteration, 
which ſeemed neceſſary, with Regard to the Difference of 
the French and Engliſh Stage, is taken from a Comedy 
publiſhed laſt Tear by Madame Grafigny. 


Let me be permitted to take this Opportunity of return- 
ing my beſt Thanks to the ſeveral Performers, for the 
Chearfulneſs, with which they went through the Fatigue 
of Rebearfing and Aing. The Public is the beſt Fudge 
of their Merit, and its Favour the beſt Prof it. 


Ar. Garrick is intitled to my fincerefl Gratitude, 
| bis Performance as an Aer, and for his Pun 
as Manager; but his Aſſiſtance iu a thouſand Altera- 
tions, bis ftrang good Senſe, with that Spirit of Theatrical 
Criticiſm, which is his peculiar natural Genius, give 
bim a Right to @ great ſhare of that Applauſe, with 
which this Play was received. The is Friend 
and Eſteem. 
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To the Right Honourable 
The CouNTEss of Lincoln. 


MADAM, 

Truly wiſh this Play were more 
1 worthy of your Ladyſhip's 
Name. Yet Ido not 
offer it to you for its poetical Me- 
rit. I dedicate to you, adam, 
the Virtues of your Sex. What- 
ever ſeems to me moſt amiable. 
and eſtimable in Woman, I have 
endeavoured to ſhew in the Cha- 
racers of Eugeni and Orpbiſa. 4 
In BY i/a, ho Fortitude of Spi- 
| t Dignity of Sentiments, 

© * rſtanding, which, 
in my Ideas, form the Woman of 
Quality; and in Eugenia, that 
Purity of Heart, that Gentleneſs 
of Diſpoſition, that filial Piety, 
= which 


preſume to 


iv DEDICATION. 


which give to Youth its beſt, its 
trueſt Lovelineſs. 
Whether I have ſucceeded, your 
Ladyſhip, in your own Fee 
and ence, can beſt deter. 
mine. If I have, let me be bold 
to expect your Patrona 
for the Intereſt of = Virtue, 


which you love; for it is not ſuf- 
ficient, Madam, to — 
Precepts in your own private 

you muſt come forth and do her 
Honour by a public Appearance 
in her Favour. In her Name, I 
expect your Protection; in her 
Name, let me dare to 
my future Life, and its beſt Gra- 


titude ſhall deſerve it—I am, 


 Mapan, 


Your Lapysnir's 


Moft obedient humble Servant, 
PHILIP FRANCIS, 
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Written and ſpoken by Mr. GAR RIC . 


damn, or not————that is the Queſtion now, 
Il hether "tis beſt to deck the Paet's Brow ; 
Wit Hands and Hearts unanimous befriend him, 
Or take ap Arms and by of pnſiny end bim ? 
But hold, before ycu give the fatal Ward, 
I bes that I, as Council may be heard, 
And what few Council ever yet have dane, 
Til take no Bribe, and yet plead Pro and Con. 
Firft for the Toxun and ν I ſee ſome Danger, 
you too hindly treat this reverend Stranger ; 


_ 
1 ſuch good Folks, theſe Wits of graver Sort, 


bere uſurp a Right to ſpoil your Sport ; 
And curb our . b>, bold and free! 
To the flri Limits of their Purity ; 
Should dare in Theatres reform Abuſes, 
2 Actreſſes to pious _ 

arewell the joyous Spirit-flirring Scene 
Farewell 2 a gueſs the Thing I mean ! 
If this awiſe Scheme ſo ſober and ſa new ! 
Cheuld paſs with us, would it go down with you ? 
%uld we fo often ſee your well-known Faces ? 
Or would the Ladies ſend ſo Jef for Place:. 

New for the Author it poetic Brat 
Throughout the Town occaſions various Chat; 
What ſay the Snarlers ?———"Tis a French Tranſlation. 
That we deny, but plead an Imitation, 
Such as wwe hope will pleaſe a free-born Nation. 
His Muſe, tho' much too grave to dreſs; or dance, 
Fir ſame Materials took a Trip to France; 
She owns the Debt, nor thinks ſhe ſhall appear, 
Like our Youths, the worſe for going there: 
Tho' fre has dealt before in ſportive Song, 


- 


This is her firſt Stage-Flight, and t*would be wrong, 


Nay poaching too, to kill your Bards too young. 
Poets, bike Faxes, make beſt Sport, when old, 
The Chaſe is good, when both are hard and bold ; 
De you like other Sportſmen then, take heed, 
you deftiroy the Whelps, you jpoil the Breed ; 
im write on, acquire ſome little Fame, 


Ther hunt him, Critics, he'll be noble Game. 


DraMaTis PERSONA. 


ME N. 
Marquis of Deryvitrz Mr. Havard, 
Dont uon Mr, Berry. 
Mencoux Mr. Garricl. 
CrEAVAIL Mr. Dexter. 
WOMEN, 
Fucexlia Miſs Bellamy, 
Eu 114 Mrs. Ward. 
Onraisa Mrs. Pritchard. 


SCENE aGallryin Don 1 mo nD's Houſe in Paris, 


„ 


Mxacovx croſſes the Stage; ſees EM IIIA; 
endeavours to avoid ber. She hooks at Him 


Emilia. 
H! what a Look was there! How his Eye ſtarted 
As from a Thing of Horror! I am loſt ; 
Abandon'd to an unavailing Penitence, 
Tothe Upbraidings of my own weak Heart, 
[ Looking after bim. 
To Virtue's keen R es, Mercur, Mercur 
For all the promis d ] ys of Love and Conſlancy, 
Oh! teach me not to feel what now I am, 
Or to forget what late I was, how bleſs'd 
With Innocence—Alas ! now loſt for ever. | 
Merc. ( ſpeaking as he enters.) It was the Muſick of 
ZEmilia's Voice, 
Tho' much untun'd from its deli Sounds 
When harmonis'd by Love. Tell me, my Heart, 
Why did Emilia call me? | 
Ani. Did I call you? 


Merc. Repeatedly ; with Accent moſt alarming. 
fEmil. It was the Voice of Sorrow and Deſpair, 


44 Merc. 


8 EU GENIA. 


Merc. Deſpair ! But how can it 
Friendſhip guarded in the Arms — 
4.— —◻＋π 7 the Soul, that rend 
Tbe labouring B ? Why melts your Eye me? 
Whence is that Paleneſs on my Fair. one's Check. 
Where roſy Love, with Pleaſure's Bluſhes glowing, 
Was wont to dwell, amidſt the Smiles of Beauty? 
Eni. And ſure—forbid it Love - you're alter d too. 
Are you the ſame ? N 
Merc. As you are beautiful. Why doubts AZmnilia 
Her wondr'ous Power of charming ? 
ni. Yet even now 
Your Eye meets mine with Pain. Some ſecret 
Turns it afide, and that once dear Proteſting, 
(Which Love was wont to warm with his own Lan- 


| guage, ) 
Falls feebly from your Tongue. Yet treat me nobly, 
For ſuch a Waſte of Tenderneſs and Truth, 
Is it too much—for all that I have ſuſſer d, 
For all I'm ſtill to ſuffer to expect 
A little kind Sincerity ? 
Merc. Emilia ! 
Can ſhe ſuſpect the Heart, that ſhe has form's ; 
Where fits her Image, in the Power of Beauty, 
To rule its Paſſions, and inſpire its Wiſhes ? : 
Ei. Tell me my Fate ; nor fear, that I'll upbraid 


you. | 

Nor ſhall my Rage, nor ſhall my Tears upbraid you, 
Nor even my Love. I'll find a thouſand Reaſons 
To juſtify your Change. III tell my Heart, 
Midſt its reſenting Beatings, that your Paſſions 
Are not your own ; that Love's inconſtant Pleaſures 
Are ſacred to your lordly Sex; that Men, 
However juſt to Honour with each other, 
Should fcorn their fond _—— with a Woman. 

Mere. I would be juſt to both. For ſome Days paſt, 
I own my Thoughts have been perplex'd, confus'd ; 
A thouſand varying Projects for your Happineſs — 

- Ami. My Happineſs ! 

Merc. Oh ! my Squl's higheft Pride, 

Does it become the Dignity of Love, 
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into Arms; to hide our Joys. 
1— Þ Fl no lon 
uncertain, caſual Hours of Bliſs, 
World behold and envy me 
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The Name of Good ? Methinks a — 
For trivial Benefits, without the Slavery 


Of endleſs Gratitude. 


Ami. Surely you mean 
Tinſult my U ing. As for me, 
He took me in Diſtreſs of Infancy, 
The Orphan of his Friend. With every Tenderneſs, 
Even of a Parent's Care, he form'd my Youth. 


Alas! in vain, to Sentiments of Virtue. 

Here were no Ties of Blood, no Senſe of Duty ; 
Tons innate Goodneſs, and my grateful Soul 

Through all its Feelings thanks him. But forgive me; 
I interrupted you. 


Eg. Mer: 


10 EU GENIA. 


Mere. The fair Eugenia. 
His much lov'd Daughter 

Emi. Ah! what means my Heart 
By its tumultuous Beating ! | Afide. 

1 Vain and — Al . 

Bred in the virtuous Principles of Pride 
By her affected Governeſs 

Eni. Orphiſa ? 

Alerc. Ay, ſhe, who even in Poverty aſſumes 
An Inſolence, that treats me with Diſdain, 


And has refus'd a Bribe, which might have purchas'd 


A wealthier Honeſty. 

12 4 Bribe, for m_ 'A 3 

erc. I would have gain to befri Purpoſe 

On her fair Pupil ; — the ſolemn — wg 
(Wich which, forſooth, ſhe forms her Heart to Wiſdom) 
To ſteal a kindly Mention of my Love 
Into her Breaſt, and mix me with its Paſſions. 

Ami, Wildneſs and Horrour! Paſſions ! Love! 
Eugenia ! 
Yet, vet, be kind, and eaſe my tortur'd Heart. | 

Merc. This Morn, I mean to ask her of her Father, 
And if he, eaſy Man, ſhould grant her to me, | 
Wich that unmcaſurable Wealth, his Age | 
Hach long amaſs'd, when a few Days are ſpent | 
In the cold Duties of the nuptial Bed, | 
We'll fly, Emilia, to ſome diſtant Realm; 
E.yjoy each other; be a preſent Wonder, 
Ard leave to future Times a bright Example ] 
Of Conſtancy in Love. 


Ami. A breathleſs Horrour . 
H-aves, panting, at my Heart. Outcaſts of Virtue, 
What Nation will receive us? Whither fly? 

Where e er the Sun drives round the various Day, ! 
"Tis the ſame Sun that here beheld our Guilt. 5 


In vain, the Midnight Cloud ſhall fall upon us, 
Nor ſhall the Grave's eternal Darkneſs hide it ; 
will rife to future Worlds. Oh! could we fly 
Far ſrom all human Converſe from ourſelves, 4 
From Conſcience and frem Memory. | ! 
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Merc. Emilia, 
I have no Time to waſte in idle Arguments 
On viſionary Subjects. Let me rather, 
Demand your Aid; th' Aſſiſtance of your Friendſhip 
With this Fond Girl. It is your Intereſt, Fair one; 
And Intereſt, our beſt Wiſdom, ſhould inſtruct you 
To try your Sex's Arts to win her for me. 
You know their ſofteſt Moments. 
ZEmi. Ves; tis juſt ; 
Mott exquiſitely juſt, this purpos'd Inſult. 
And mark it, ye unhappy Ones, like me, 
Thus ſhall it ever prove, who firſt betrays, 
Will firſt inſult our Weakneſs. Hear me, Sir, 
Fall'n as I am from Honour, loſt to Fame, 
And hateful to myſelf, yet dare not think, 
I baſely can betray another's Innocence. 
Be wile, and dread the wildneſs of my Temper, 
Left ir ſtart out in Madneſs to deſtroy 
Myſelf and Thee, with Horrours worthy both. [ FE xie. 
Aerc. There goes the Sex's Virtue, and their Spirit. 
But that I know her Pride, her Senſe of Shame 
(Theſe too are female Virtues) I might fear 
The Wildneſs of her Threats. But ſoft, my Uncle 
Now for a foothing Tale of Love and Rapture 
For my fair Couſin. Yet—I think—1 love her; 
Not like my Brother, for (I know not what) 
Some ſentimental Merit. Mine are Ardours, 
Kindling by Nature at the Sight of Beauty. 
But now my other Face; dear, dear Diſſembling. 
| Euter Dorimond. 
Merc. Joy to the Morning, Sir, whoſe Light reſtores 
Your Power of doing Good, your ſole Delight. 
Dor. Thanks, gentle Nephew ; for methinks I feel 
Your pious Wiſh. My Soul fits light within me, 
As conſcious of ſome happier Hours approaching. 
Merc. "lis Heaven, in Bounty to the Good and 
That gives this Fore-tafte of ay 
t gives this Fore-taſte of approaching Happinefs 
And daſhes the preſumptuous Villains 1 * 


Wich viſionary Boadin 
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. frem Mercour} Truly faid. 
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How nobly juſt are all his Sentiments ! 
Merc. No wonder, Sir ; I learn'd them all from you, 

Your Converſe, and Example 

The ret of 12 Let us change the Subject. 

were ry. us 

When you and my fair Ward, Emilia meet, 

I have obſerv'd (nor think me grown too curious) 

Your Eyes maintain a gentle Correſpondence 

Of many a tender Meaning. 

Merc. Then I'm ruin'd. 


[ Afide. 


hene® ; 


And made me firſt obſerve that open Nature, 
For which I fince have lov'd you. 
I know he gladly would have ſeen his 
re, wedded Partner of Merit. 
— 1 in it. ( 


If 2 Fall did of all che? I port. 
a 
Can make you happy 


joy it! 
Dor. I ſhall enjoy it; if I make you happy. 
<4 longhave known your Bounty, 


= you=—Let me own 


Bw. ths titer wan my Priced, heave, wit and | 
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not the Charm of Looks, the frail Delight 
Beauty can ſubdue a Heart like mine. 
Superior Senſe, the Beauties of the Soul, 


Merc. Oh! give me back the dear, the fatal Name, 
That my Diſtraction utter'd, Wild it ſtarted 
yy 


In one of cool Temper ! Knows , 
Your Paſſion for her ? — 
Merc. Sir, you hold me honeſt, | 
Nor would I loſe my own, my Self-Efteem, 
Or bear the Woundings of a ſecret Baſeneſs, 
na 2 — — Then imagine, 
Whether I could preſume, without Leave, 
———_ 
leon, 3 men ts give hey ee your eather. 
Gayety of Youth, I thought, might charm 
The fancy of a Girl ; but as ye both 
Divide my Heart, and ſhare my beſt Eſteem, 
It is to me indifferent, who gains her. 
I will propoſe you to her, and ſhall plead 


Dor. No ; I dare not. 
I muſt diſclaim all other Influence, 
Than that of tender and perſuaſive Reaſon. 

Merc. Let me diſclaim it too. Ungenerous thought 
In which my honeſt Heart had no Concernment. 


Der. 
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Dor. I do believe it. [2oing* 
Merc. Yes m Truth, may. { aſide. 
Th' unlucky Thought eſcap'd me. 
returning. 
But Emilia —— 


My ſecond Care——1 think, your Brother's Heart 
Is not inſenſible, and ſhe has Beauty—— 

My Age rejoices in the Hope. This Moment 
Yes ——T'll propoſe her to him, for their Union, 
And yours with my Zageuia, are alone 


Merc. What eaſy Creatures 
Are theſe ſame honeſt Men! ſo credulous, 7 
They're hardly worth deceiving. But this Governch—— | 
My Uncle muſt diſcharge her, though her Pride 
Will ſcorn to own, I could ſuſpect her Honeſty. 


Emilia wed my Brother! — Honour! — Conſcience ! | 


I feel ye not; then why ſhould I believe 
An Idiot's Tale about ye. But - impoſſible 
"Tis beyond Hope—He never can conſent< He comes. 
And with iim - Arm in Arm—a common Soldier 
Who can it be? At Sight of me, they fart. 
'Tis Guilt ; 'tis Fear; at leaſt it is Suſpicion. 
Well-mansg'd, to produce moſt precious Miſchief. 
Enter Clerval. 
Cler. Good morrow, Brother; is our Uncle riſen? 


My earneſt Prayer to Heaven. [Frir, 


Merc. He is, fince early Morning, and deſires 
Impatiently to ſee you. 
Cr. I could wiſh, 
He might not know you told me. 


Mere. As you pleaſe. | 


Cler. I had engag'd to do an Act of Kindneſs, - 
This Morning, for a brave Unfortunate, 
Whom highly I eſteem. 
Merc. Perhaps the Perſon, 
Whom now you parted with ? 
Cir. The fame. His Story 
(Which yet I'm not at Liberty to tell you) 
Is full of Wonders, mix'd with ſuch — | 
| 6. 
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Arc. Has he been long at Paris? 
Cler. He arriv'd, 
But lately from our Settlements in India. 
Laſt Night I brought him with me from the Army, 
Where, though conceal'd beneath that mean Diſguiſe, . 
Yet his great Spirit, through the Ranks of War, 
Diffus'd a Soldier's Warmth— The Warmth of Glory. 

Merc. May I not know him? I, perhaps, can ſerve him: 
Why may not I be truited with this Secret ? 

Cher. It is the Secret of my Friend, not mine. 

Alerc. I'm ſatisfied. It is moſt noble in you 
To ſuccour the Diſtreſs d. Yet your on Happineſs - 
Might well employ a youthful Lover's Cares 
So near his nuptial Day. 

Cler. My nuptial Day 

Merc. You ſeem ſurpriz'd. Has not my Uncle told you 
He means to give you his beloved Daughter, 
The fair 

Cler. Eugenia 

Merc. No, the fair Emilia; 

In every real Tenderneſs of Heart, 
As much his Daughter, as the young Eugenia. 

Cler. O my deluded Soul ! How ſwift was Hope 
To catch th' imaginary Joy ! Oh ! Brother ! 

Merc. Now for a Strain of Rapture. [a.] Speak, 

good Brother. 

Cler. In vain would I conceal my Soul's Confuſion ; . 
I am untaught to hide the rifing Paſſion. 

Tell me for whom, the happieſt of his Kind, 
Is the dear Maid, her Sex's Pride and Envy, 
For whom deſfign'd ? 

Merc. Is ſhe, indeed, this Wonder ? 

Cler. Sure ſhe was form'd in ſome indulgent Hour, 
Which bleſs'd the Works of Nature with Perfection, 
That Truth and Honour might with Beauty dwell, 
And Virtue with the chaſte Delights of Love. 

Merc. Such are the Dreams of Lovers. As for me; 
Who think, perchance, with leſs myflerious Reverence; 


As with leſs Ra , of a W 's W 
12 a Woman's Worth, 


Cler. 
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Cler. Brother 

Merc. - ago - rd: 0 
Some truer Merit. To frankly with you, 
The Father's Fortune is the Daughter's Beauty. 

Cler. Be wiſer ſtill. Enjoy my Uncle's Fortune. 
Let me poſſeſa Oh ! give her to my 
ID» I COTS WIN 
Of Youth and Beauty, give ——_ 
And make your Brother 

Merc. Clerwal, hold. 
— my — 2 


Ba learn 9 tink Ic een a. Woman, 
Whom you, perhaps to-morrow, may call Siſter. ¶ Exit. 

Chy. To morrow, and my Siſter ! =_ no more! 
oo ths, cod indo Boy of Sinus 
Between my Fate and me ! 

Enter Delville. 

Cr. Come now, my Lord, 
And after i cn Years of Baniſhment, 
(While every C its peculiar Sorrows 
Behold a new Dittreſs. 

Del. Sure I have ſeen 
Aſfliction's various Forms. Is there a Grief, 
131 —— I have not known? 


-— ates toengl 


Cher. E [Delville ſtarting. 
! >! that Start has Meaning in it. 
Then you have heard, you know, Let me conjure you 


Give me each Circumſtance. — 
Del. By holy Friendſhip, 
My Wonder was to hear that Name pronounc'd 
In Accents of Deſpair. 
Cher. Oh! it was once 
"Twas Muſic tun d by Love. Tis loſt for ever. 
My Brother's Wife, my Siſter ; theſe are Names 
My T muſt learn. ZEugenia's is no more. 


Paſs but a few ſhort Hours —- I dare not think on't. 

My Siſter's Lover ! Miſery and Horrour ! 

Del. Fly to your Uncle; 1 
loq 


To 


The Heart has a peculiar 
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EUGENIA 


To the Cauſe of Love. 

ler. Has not my Brother 
The Aids of Art to paint th* unconſcious Paſſion ? 
Exgenia's V irtues, be feel them not, 
Her Beauties, though he ga d inſenſible, 
Are ample Themes for counterfeited Rapture. 
But why—my Lord, your Day of Happineſs, 
Tho' long o'ercaſt, again is opening on you, 


Why ſhould I cloud it o'er ? 
Del. 5 — 
2 At» bf 
gn's Pardon, | 2g - + JR 
— — Nor . my Cler val, 


For, if without 


Dil. From Guilt and Juſtice. 
Did I not break the Laws of Earth and Heaven 
When for a Point of Honour, falſe, falſe Honour, 
I kill'd the Partner of my Soul; my Friend —— 
I lov'd him, I efteem'd him-——and I kill'd him. 
Chir. The King, the Judge of Honour, as of Juſtice, 
Declares you innocent. 
Del. But in that Court, 
Where Conſcience, Heaven's Vice · gerent, fits ſupreme, 
Who ſhall acquit me there? 
— LO his Mercy, 
e he King is s; but in vain 9 
Till I can find chat dear, that boſom'd Bliſs, 
For whom alone I live. Driven from her Arms 
To hopeleſs Baniſhment ; from the pure Joys, 
That bleſs the nuptial | © Joannead 
Cler. And yet, my Lord, 
Until your Pardon paſs the uſual Forms, 
(For you have powerful Enemies) this Habit, 
For a few Hours, (no more) mult ſtill conceal you. 
Del. I will repreſs theſe Longi ngs of the Heart, 
And wait, my C/erwal,—think with what Impatience, 
For News of ycur Eugenia. * 


es EUGENIA: 


Cler. My Eugenia ! 
O Sounds, how charming to the Hopes of Love. 
Come Love, and Virtue come; unite your Powers, 
Inſpire my Heart, with Honour how to gain her, 
Or teach it — Oh !—without a Crime to loſe her. 


3 
Dorimond and Eugenia meeting. 
Dorimond 


ori mond. 

Morning's Joy, may all its deareſt Bleſſings, 

As fall — Dews on- Earth, deſcend upon you. 

Sure my Eugenia, riſing with the Morn, 

Steals her Complexion from her. Why thoſe Bluſhes ? 

A Father's Praiſe is but th' Exceſs of Fondneſs, 

The Over flowing of a Heart, that loves you. 

1 And can I wands = we This tender Proof, 

our Eugenia's not diſpleaſing to you, 

Is far ond all Praiſe. 

Dor. My Life's firſt Bleſſing; 

But yet its tender Care, and foft Anxi 

For while my Heart, with pleaſurable Fondneſs, 

Pours its Affections o'er you, ſtill it trembles 

With ftrongly imag d Fears. 

B. = ! my Father ! *** 

or. eaven's Indulgence ſhould no longer ſpare me 

To this delightful Taſk, to form your Y outhoo— 

But I'll not pain thy gentle Diſpoſition. 

I came to talk to you of Happineſs, 

Thou Fondneſs of my Soul. 
Eug. Where will this end? [afide: 
Dor. Tell me, Eugenia, can a Virgin's Heart 

Canceive the chaſte Delights, the pure Endearments, 

That dwell with wedded Love, where holy Friendſhip 

Inſpires the mutual Wiſh ; where equal Intereſts 

Produce an equal Bliſs ; where each is happy 

In th' other's Happineſs ? 


ns wh ftw two & 


EUGENIA: 1 


Zag. Sir, may I own, 
If the Acquaintance of a Man of Worth 
Be truly valuable, how much more dear 
Muſt his Alliance be, his kindred Virtues ? 
To have my Underſtanding form'd, improv'd, 
Enlarg'd by his ſuperior Senſe ; to ſhare 
In the Eſteem that's paid him by his Friends, : 
Or by the public Voice, that ſpeaks his Worth 
If there were ſuch a Man 
Dor. There is, there is. 
Whom his own Sex eſteems for manly Virtue, 
And yours might love for every ſofter Art, 
Which makes that Virtue amiable. 
But as the higheſt Proof how dear I hold him, 
(For Nature bids me love him, as my Kinſman) 
I dare to truſt him with Eugenia's ineſs. 
Eugenia aſide. 
It i. be ſtill my Heart It muſt be Cer val. 
To Dorimond. 
What has my Soul, but Gratitude and Love, 
What has my Duty, Sir, but its Obedience, 
by you back this wondrous Tenderneſs ? 
ar. Then take him from my Hand, my Heart, my 
Judgment, ; 
My happy Nephew Merccour. Ha! that trembling, 
That pale Confuſion on your frighted Cheek, 
What can it mean? Whence are thoſe Tears, Eugenia? 
Eug. They are not mine they ſtart i 
From Paſſions, not my own. But, Sir, my Wi 
My Duty, Love, and Gratitude are mine, 
And they ſhall all obey you. 


Der. No, my Child ; 
thought a Friend, 


. 


I am a Father; would be 

Whom Nature has entruſted with Happineſs ; 

Whoſe more experienc'd Age might influence, 

But not controul, your Choice. Yet this hereafter. 

For now my Heast's too full—of Tenderneſs. [ Going. 
Eng. Vet ſtay, Oh! ſtay; I'll top theſe guſhing Tears, 

Since they diſpleaſe you. Do not leave me thus. 

This the firſt Time (think how my Heart muſt feel it] 

I ever knew your Anger, your Diſpleaſure. 
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Dor. f embrac: ng ber.] Is "this to be diſpleas'd ? Is 
this like Anger ? 
Indulgent Nature hovers o'er her Works, 
As they yet riſe to Life, with leſs fond Pleaſure 
Than fills thy Father's Breaſt ; nor will I aſk 
Why you are thus alarm'd —— Some other Time 
Enter Orpbiſa. 


Ob. Take my Daugter to your Care. 


[Exit Dorimond. 
Eugenia, Orpbiſa. 
Or pb. . — Father ſtrangely mov'd, ard you in 
ears ! 
Could you offend him, or can he be angry ? 
Eug. Tho' always moſt indulgent, yet this Mort» 


Sure i. a Father's Fondneſs ſhewn 
In ſuch exceeding Tenderneſs. 

Orph. Then what 
Afflicts you thus? 

Exg. His Tenderneſs, Orpbiſa, 
Afflicting, as his Anger. Vet even now 
He thinks me diſobedient, baſe, ungrateſul. 

[Looking after Dorimend. 

Oh ! Sir— theſe Tears — this Sorrow of my Soul 


Am I ungrateful ? Can I — 0 

(The Vice that taints the human Heart) 

Dwell with the Leſſons you have planted there ? 
Orph. Yet may I underſtand you ? 
Ce. Pray forgive me. 

While he d his Morning. Bleſſing⸗ o'er me, 

His Looks were full of Care and ſoft Anxiety. 

He talk d to me of ; of Marriage; 

And earneſt wiſh'd to ſee my Fate united 

With one whom he deſcrib'd with every Art, 

With every Charm, that gains Eſteem and Love. 
Orpb. Sure I once knew the dear Original [a. 

Of this delightful Picture Pray go on. 


Exg. 


— 
-_ 
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Eug. — Eye, where Joy and Napture 


one, 
I view'd the pleaſing Portrait; Ic 'd it 
With that, which Love had pictur'd on my Heart, 
And found the Likeneſs real. Think, Orphi/a, 
What Horrors fill'd my Eye, my Heart, my Brain, 
When, with a much unuſual Warmth, he cry'd, 
« Then take him from my Hand, my Heart, my 


Judgment, 
My happy --, -——"* wan F* —_—_ 
. Poor Eugenia > 
ale he your Confuſion ? 
Exg. It was not in the Power of Artifice, 
Sure not in my Simplicity to hide, 
Or to diſguiſe it. While my Tongue ſtopp'd, faul- 
te rin 
Unknowin hw to anſwer ; every Feature 
Too ſtrongly told th* Averſion of my Soul. 
Orph. _ this Averſion? In the World's 
ion, 
(Which ſeldom jadges wrong, when it commends) 
Mercour has Merit; an extenſive Knowledge, 
In Letters and in Men, with every Elegance, 
That's form'd and poliſh'd by the Arts of Courts. 
May I not fear, that Mercour's greateſt Fault 
Is Clerwal i being amiable ? 
Fug. No, Madam. 
It is not that my Judgment diſeſteems him. 
There's ſomewhat in him, that my Nature ſtarts at, 
An Inſtinct of Averſion. 
Orph. But his Brother 
I will allow his Worth——Yet all Engagements 
Eg. That never ſhall tranſgreſs the Bounds of Duty, 
Not even in Thought—Will you condemn, them 
Madam? 
O-9h. Ido; I muſt; without your Father's Knowledge. 
The Maid, who loves her Innocence, ſhould bluſh 
If e'er her wandering Eye excite the Hope 
Of ſecret Love; tis ev n a Crime to pleaſe, 
Which Virtue ſtartles at. Oh! would Eucenia 


Exert 
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Exert the Spirit of Virtue; let the Senſe 

Of filial Piety inſpire her Breaſt, 

And at the jage Altar offer 

The Fakes of on Heart; that nobleſt Sacrifice, 
Worthy of her, of Virtue, and of Heaven 

Eug. And will high Heaven be mock d with ſuch a 

| Sacrifice ? 

And ſhall I give my Hand, that ſacred Pledge 

Of Love and Truth, to him my Soul abhors ? 
Shall I deceive even him ? Shall I profane 

The Altar and its Rites with Vows of F ? 
There ſhall I learn Diſſimulation? there 

Firſt ſpeak a Language, foreign to ny Heart? 

Ye bleſſed Saints and Angels, ſhall ye hear 

My unhallow'd Lips pronounce the ſolemn Promiſe 
Of everlaliing Love to one I hate? 

Orph. All holy Things forbid. I durſt not think it. 
Yet when th' Affections hear the Voice of Reaſon, 
Fhey riſe, like pureſt Incenſe, from the Heart. 
Then, who ſhall rob the Father of his Right, 

His Child's Obedience? Not his Voice alone, 
"Tis Nature's primal Law, that bids, obey ; 
And Heaven has promis'd to this firſt of Duties 
Its firſt of Bletſings. 

Eug. But to live, Crphi/a, . 

A mean Diſſembler of the Heart's Affections, 
While Duty coldly acts the part of Love 
Guide of my Youth, Directreſs of · my Life, 
Teach me, for ſure you know, th' unerring Path, 
That leads to Happineſs. 

Orph. There is but one; 

Not hard to find, th' unerring Path of Virtue. 
Virtue, that in itſelf commands its Happineſs, 

Of every outward Object independant. 

I ſee you're mov'd. At ſome more temperate Hour 
We may reſume the Subject. Only this, 

Let not Averſion, Prejudice or Paſſion, 

And, above all, let us not ſuffer Cler val [ Smiling. 
To mix a Lover's Reaſoning with our Councils. 

You mult not fee him 


Exp. 


3, ww Ht @ Hr 8Þwmy 


pul wil od i» wo by 


OH » <> = = 


Tr 


A Tale of cruel Pity to inform me 
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Fug. How can I avoid him ? 
Look where he comes. 
Orph. Retire. Depend upon me. 
Tl take a tender Care of all your Intereſts. 
Eugenia looking back as ſhe goes out. 
O Clerwal ! Clerwal ! 
Enter Cler val. [ Orphi/a as Clerwal enters, 
How her Eyes ſpoke a ſtreaming Tenderneſs, 
Beyond all Power of Language. 
Cler. Stay, Eugenia, 
Tell. me my Fate, whate'er you purpoſe for me. 
Cruel——O ſpeak to me —unkind Eugenia. 
Orpb. Sir, ſhe has order'd me 
Cler. There needs not, Madam, 


I ſee it plain——that I am moſt undone. 

Your Influence, Madam, your too rigid Virtue—— 
Orpb. You cannot, Sir, imagiae me your Enemy. 
Cler. I know you cannot be an Enemy ; 

But can you be the Lover's Friend, who think 

That Love is Weakneſs ? She, whoſe Virtue fits 

Above the Paſſions, how can ſhe _— 

Their leaſt Miſrule in others? Can the pity 

Thoſe ſofter Yieldings, which ſhe ne er experienced? 
Orph. I would not, Sir, be 1 ny inſenſible 

Eren to the ſofteſt Yieldings of the 
For I have known them all. [ L/des 
Cr. Then tell Eugenia, 

Let me conjure you tell her, that my Heart 

Ne'er felt the Power of Beauty for another, 

Nor Hopes, nor Fears, nor Wiſhes ; that my Eye, 

Ne'er gaz d with Joy on any other Form. 

Witneſs, ye Powers who view our inmoſt Thoughts, 

And ſee the Mind yet riſing into Action, 

Did I &er think of Happineſs without her, 

Or feel a Grief, but as it gave her Pain. 
Orpb. Is there not too much Warmth, too much of 


Paſſion 
In this Proteſting? When that Vouth and Beauty 
(Whoſe very Nature is Decay and Frailty) 
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Which inſpire theſe Tranſports, ſhall decay, 
Wal hey nor ther too 7 Wal? 2 


Cler. Ves, Madam, when Di Senſe, 
their Nature; 
If it be Paſfon. 
Tis form'd of purer Fire, that which warms 
Our ſenſe to Beauty. 


Oyph. Sir, I muſt confeſs. 

Theſe Sentiments moſt noble. I acknowledge, 
When Virtue rules the Paſhons, they are virtuous. 
But how can I oblige you? Is it fitting 
Shall I, the Guardian of Eugenia's Youth, 

I, who ſhould aid her to controul her Heart, 

Fill her ſoft Soul with Love's tumultuous Cares ? 

With Love, that in * all the Paſſions? 

Cler. I am perhaps. t an im proper ud ; 
Of this Calm, temperate Reaſoning. * m4 Uncle 
No Motive there of Duty can reſtrain you. 
I know how highly he eſteems your Merit. 
Let me conjure you 

Orpb. I muſt not hear you. 
My Duty, Sir, forbids me, leſt my Heart 
It muſt not yield even to its own Eſteem, 

[Aſide, ſeeing Mercow. 

Nor ſhall it, Mercour, to my juſt Reſentment 
Even for that bold, unworthy Bribe, you offer'd me. 
Enter Dorim:nd, Merccur. 

Mer. [Aſide to Dorimond. Good Heaven, forbid, 

that I ſhould do her wrong. 

By my Sufpicions, 

Dor. I much fear yot do not. | 
I have myſelf obſerv'd But I'll be ſatisfied. 

Mr. II ere is a fooliſh Softneſs in my Nature, 
That cannot tee what I fo late eſteem d, 
In the Diſtreſs of Guilt. Your Pardon, Sir; 
I muit retire. Now Miſchief do thy Pleaſure. [ Au. 
Dorimand, to Orphiia | [ Exit. 
How happy, Madam, did I think my Daughter 


Beneath your Care? With what delight behold her? 
Confiding 
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Confiding to your Truth the deareſt Treaſure 


*5 


Der. How did my Heart rejoice 
Theme ON Cn > : 
1 charge Ingratitude 
_ =] Then I am fall'n indeed. LS. 

Dire 'd to ſuch Reproaches 

1 Sir, I know not how to anſwer them. 
Der. Madam, thi: baughty Air but ill befits 
The Woman who can mix in dark Intrigues 
To hurt the Peace of Families. 

Or. Am I 
cm 8 


And ſcorn or hate, whom I eſteem and love 
Oy. Sir, if you know this of me, tis in vain 
To juſtify my Conduct. 
A Maid uch a gentle Diſpoſition— 
Who her Paſſions ? Who theſe ſtrange Averſions l 
But, M for the little Time Eugenia 
gy 7 > 2 — ax Cares 
me you may your 
Within their proper Bounds. 


[Exit. 
Deorimond, Clerval. | 
Dor. Ha! ſuch matchlefs Infolence ! 
Tis ever thus; when Guilt is near Diſcovery, 
It boldly takes the conſcious Pride of Innocence. 
Cher. La] Then my beſt Hopes are loſt. Much 
wrong d Ori 
O Virtue, ill rewarded ! 
Der. Tell me, Nephew, 
Why is my Houſe become the dark Retreat 
Of Perſons in Diſguiſe ? a fall " 
0 
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To ſuch low Intimates, ſuch mean Society, 
As this appears to be ? | 
Cler. Your Pardon, Sir; 
They, who of late, have gain'd your Confidence, 
Have much abus d it. You yourſelf oft told us, 
The brave Unfortunate are our beſt Acquaintance. 
They ſhew us, Virtue may be much diſtreſs d, 
And give us their Example how to ſuffer. 
Dor. 'Y true. But wherefore in Diſguiſe ? For 
Irtue, 


Sir, a few Hours ſhall give him to your Friendſhip, 
The Man, to whom _ my Life, my Honour, 


| will I aſk the Secret of your Friend; 
When I can ſerve him, tell me. But this Action, 
This Deed, fo glorious to his Country, 
May ſure be told. "Tis Honour to repeat it. 
Chr. Tis Gratitude ; tis Friendſhip; and my Heart, 
Whenever you permit me, will with Joy 
Der. Then, come to my Apartment; I would ulk 


with you 


ER mn For 


Enter Mercour. 

Joy ! Friendſhip ! Gratitude ! This Deed! 
Now ſome romantic Tale ſhall quite ſubdue 
My Uncle's Spirit. Cl rwal too regains = 

His Confidence. No Matter. All my Views 

Are fixing to their Point; for now, Exganya, 

— * virtuous Maid, [ 

lies thy Fate, 

And I the Ruler of it. turous Thought! 
To ſet her Enegling in the Duſt for Pity, 


Paper) Here 
1 ; 


* 


| 


or 
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And in her Pride's Deſpair imploring me 
To fave her from her Shame; from Poverty! 
[While he is reading, Emilia enters. 
Am. Is it my own dillurb'd Imagination, 8 
Or do I ſee ſtrange Terror and Co 1 
In every Face I meet? No; there's a Face, 
That knows no Change ; inflexible in Miſchief. 
What! can he ſmile ! "Tis more than common Villainy, 
When DMercour deigns to ſmile. And now he frowns, 
As if ſome Thought of Goodneſs ſmote his Heart. 
Mer. [ farting) Emilia] moſt unlucky ——— but 


Em. I fear, Sir, I diſturb ſome hopeful Project 
Of moſt important Goodneſs. 
Mer. No; Amilia ; 
"Twas nothing but ſome light and trivial Thinking, 
But may I hope we meet on other 'I'erms, 
Than when we parted laſt ? The Tempeſt over, 
Reaſon enjoys the Calm, and temperate hears 
The Voice of Friendſhip. 
Em. Ay, my temperate Monitor, 
Thus far I have regain'd my native Temper, 
Notto the Author of my Ruin, 
Or call the violated Hoſt of Heaven 
To witneſs to his Perjuries. No, Mercour ; 
The Fault I own, was mine; for oh ! one Night, 
One falſe, betraying Night, yet hear it not, 
Ye holy Matrons, and ye ſtainleſs Virgins, 
Feebly I liſten'd to the Voice of Virtue, 
And gave away my Soul to Love——and Ruin. 
Mer. he you for the dear Remens 
ce 
That gives the bliſsful Hour 
u. And dare you think, 
That I could mean with riotous Intent, 
To call Imagination loofely forth, 
To view aps ce ng Too well I ſee 
How vilely you me. I deſerve it. 
Vet think not, Sir, I'll tand a cold Spectator 
To view the Ruins of this happy Dwelling ; 
For by Eugenia's oy too well I know 
2 
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Thy Terrours are abroad. 
Mer. I will not anſwer 
TK unkind Sufpicion ; all will ſoon be well, 
And you, my beſt Emilia, ſhall be made 
The Pledge of Peace. 
>! Me, the Pledge of Peace ! 
N to my Heart, as in the rapturous Hour, 
= ou to my Arms but Poverty 
Penury —— how ſhould I ſupport them, 
Were you to ſhare them with me ? Thus compell'd, 
Sure Proof of Love, I force my Heart to yi 
Thy Beauties to another ; never more 


Aer. 1 procure you Wealth and 
onour, 
By my Advice my Uncle is this Moment, 
Propoſing you to Clerval mm—_— 
As his Wife! 
What! ſhall I ain the holy Marriage-Bed ! 
Give to a noble, unſuſpecting Youth | 
The foul Pollution of his Brother's Paſſions ! 

Mer. Theſe are among the many Things, Zmilia, 
Which, if not known, are not 

fm. Do not I know them? 

Mer. Bat not to tell. 

Am. Heaven will in Thunders tell them. 

Mer. If Heaven told Secrets of this Kind in Thunder, 
Sure it muſt roll unceaſing 

Am. Hear ay — 7 
Tho' Heaven an ſho the guilty Secret, 
There is, % ho will diicover it. =_y 

Mer. Who can ? 

Au. By my diſtracted Soul; by theſe new Horrours, 
Faſt- gather iug round me; by my future Woes, | 
J will. 

Ar. vou will ? Expoſe yourſelf ro Infamy 5 

Em. "Vn" Men and Angels ſaw it. 

M.. Mo amazing 


Ts 
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Is this Emilia? This the tender Maid | 
Of ſuch unpaſſion'd Gentleneſs of Manners ? 
Eu. No, Sir, I am the Creature you have made 


me. 
Bchold your Work, and as you taught me Paſſions, 
Now teach me how to rule them in their Wikineſs. 
But from this Moment I renounce the World : 
Fly from all Converſe with deſtructive Man, 


His Oaths, his Vows, his „his Baſeneſs ; 
And chiefly Thee; falſe I Mercour. 
[Exit Emilia. 


Mer. Why, what a wilful, wayward Thing is Wo- 
man ? 


Even in their beſt Purſuits fo looſe of Soul, 

'That every Breath of Paſſion ſhakes their Frame, 

And every Fancy turns them. But her Threats 
They too are weak and womaniſh. Eugenia 
If ſhe has aught of Woman in her Form, 

Their unixerſal Vanity, their Pride, | 

Their wandering Appetites, their Senſe of Shame, 

And Dread of Infamy——She muſt be mine. [ Ex:-. 


1 
Dori mand. Ierconr. 


My, 2 her Refuſal in Contempt. or IIa- 
tred ? 
Or was it, Sir, the Conſciouſneſs of Beauty, 
That would be woo'd, and not, unſought, be won. 
Der. Sure it was more. At Mention of your Name, 
(For the till then, I thought with Pleaſure heard me) 
Trembling ſhe ſtood, as if ſome ſudden Horror 
Hade ſmote her Heart. 
Mer. Only a Virgin Fear, 


Starting at Marriage. 
Milton. 
B 3 
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Dor. I ſhould rather think, 
Her Heart's engag d already. 

Mer. Sure you wrong her. 

Could ſhe, with fuch a Senſe of filial Duty, 
Engage her Heart without your Approbation; 
Or, with her open and ingenuous Nature, 
Could ſhe have Art to hide it? 
Der. That I know not. 

I think I might depend upon ker Choice. 
Would it were C. vl. 

Mer. (Starting.) What! My Brother, Sir? 
Perkap:—impoſlible—yet if thought — 
Tho' terrible to tink it — that Ei genia 
Indulg'd a ſecret Paſſion for my Lrocker, | 
By all the Hopes, which my fond Soul had form'd, 
I would refign, would give her, to his Arms. 

Der. How noble ſuch diſintereſted Paſſion ! 

Afr. May I confeſs, even Beauty's rich Poilſeiion, 
Eugenia's Beauty, but my ſecond Viiſh—— 
Nearer to be allied to you and Goodneſs, 

In a Son's Right to wait upon your Age, 

With every grateful Tenderncſs and Care, 

Firſt ta2ght me how to love; firft rai) to Hope 
The conſcious, kumble Spirit of my Withes. 

Dar. You have a deare Intereſt in my Lover 
Than yet you know of, Nephew ; for my Wiſe, 
(Whoſe Memory will never from my Heart, 

While it retains a Senſe of what is a. niable 
And virtuous in her Sex) efteem'd you greatly; 
And her Eftcem, fo juſt was her Diſcernment, 
Is a full Proof of Merit. 
fer. Sir, forgive me; | 
Theſe Tears, a grateſul Tribute to her Memory, 
Will force their Way. My ever-honour'd Aunt— 
But that I know ſhe dies to you again, 
Whene er her Name is mention d, I could tell you 
o. What! 

Mr. Nothing, Sir, —or if —not much—O Fool, 
Simple of Soul, and heedleſs that I am; 

I wear my Heart upon my Lips. _ 


Dar. 
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Der. Yet f > - 
Mer. Sir, — diſobey you; for each Wo 
win open all the boſom'd Wounds of Grief. 
Dor. Let my Requeſt, if not, let my Commands 
M.r. With what Reluctance, tho“ conjur'd thus 
ſtrongly, 
Da I recall to my afflicted Memory, 
Mich more to yours, the Hour that took from Earth 
All chat was good and excellent in Woman. 
When you were parted from her; while the Breath 
Of Life yet hardly trembled o'er her Li 
Take this laſt Proof, ſhe cry'd of my Efteem. 
To you. and to your Virtue I bequeath 
F ngenic's Y oath, to watch her —_ Frailty, 
And guard her from the World, and its Deluſions. 
Der. * ſpoke her Heart, her firſt, laſt Care w 
irtue, 
Why _ inform'd of this before ? 
Mer. ul (perhaps from too much Delicacy 
Left it might ſeem a low · intention d Fraud, 
A baſe and bold Attempt on your Credulity 
Der. Oh! No. I feel its Truth; tis in my Hearts + 
A Power that cannot lie: Exgenia too 
Shall hear, and will obey her 's Will. 
Mer. How my Soul thanks you | Yet my Heast's 0h 
delicate 


To take her, Sir, from any other Influence 
Than that of mutual Love. Have I your Leaves 
Tous or nn 

or. Moſt willingly. 
Il ſend her to you. Yet remember, Nephew, 
In all Engagements, where the Heart's concen d. 
The Heart alone muſt chuſe. { Lal], 

Mer. So! This was lucky. 
He now is mine for ever. Should his Wife 
Start from her Shroud, ſhe ſhall not be believ'd. 
But till (fuch filly his Exgenia 
Why let her chuſe ; or ineſs or 2 
* Love; 
| 4 


* 
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To ruin, or enjoy. 
- Exter Eugenia. 
Fug. My Father, Sir, 
Hath ſent me hither, as I think, to hear 
Some moſt important Secret. 
8 Not he _ 
t every better Angel hovering o'er you, 
Your Guardian — 4 watchful for your Welfare— 
Come ye czleſtial Hoſt, deſcend to Earth, 
And fave your beauteous Charge—They bid you hear. 
Eug. wa Sir, 1 come prepar'd to know their Plea. 
ure, 
By + ſeems, their choſen Miniſter = 
Mer. Yet have they given you no kind Fore- bodings, 
No ſecret Inſtincts of this Hour of Fate 
Still heaves your Boſom with its wonted Calmneſs, 
Nor Fear, nor "7error, mix their Pantings there? 
Eug. What Terror, Sir? What Fear? "Tis Guilt alone, 
Like brain-fick Frenzy, in its feveriſh Mood, 
Fills the light Air with viſionary errors, 
And ſhapeleſs Forms of Fear. I know them not. 
Mer. How I admire this Dignity of Spirit, 
Which my propbetic Love had long [ 
Why do you flart? I faw your Dawn of Beauty, 
dure Pledge of Day ; ! ſaw your opening Charms, 
Promiſe their preſent Bloom; and was it poſſible, 
Without Deſire to fee them? 
- Eug- Is this the Terror 
For which I ſhould invoke my better Genius, 
And call my Guardian Angel to my Aid ? 
No, Sir : however terrible the Danger, 
*Tis but to fly for ever, and be ſafe. 
Arc. [Catching ber by the Arm.) You ſhall not go. 
This Hour is Fate's and mine. 
Eug. by me, Mercowy Sir, this raffian Vio- 
| ce 
Tis not my Father's Favour ——He will hear 
Sure he'll his Daughter from ſuch Outrage. 


Mer. 1 Thou preſumptuous — But 'tis 
ime 
To quell his Infolence——{Shewing ber o Paper) | 
on 


*... C1 
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You know this Hand —— 
Eng. My Mother's! And directed to my Father 
Mr. The Night before the died, you may remember, 
She gave ſome Papers to me. This was one ; 
And it contains a Secret n Moment——— 
Fug. You ſeem to thin. vill mortify my Pride. 
If I muſt learn Humility, I know not 
W o better can ĩnſtruct me; ſurely none, 
Who, with more Fieafure, will accept the Office. 
Mer. Is this with leaſure to behold your Ruin? 


Thus, kneeling. o conjure you to prev ut it? 

Give me a Huſband's faeved Right E. guard 
Eng. Am I to read that Paper? 
Mer. Pauſc a Moment; 0 

For ſtil! my Love, my Weakneſs, would preſerve you. 
Eug. Or give it me, or let me think you dare not. 
Mer. Ha! Dare not! (giving it to her) Oh! Yet. 

hold your Hand, raſh Mad; 

For know you ſtand upon a Precipi 

And your next Step is botromleſs Perdition. | 
Fug. Tho' every Letter d with Blood —— 
Mer. Then read it, and be wretched. 


Eugenia read.. 

Knowing, Sir, how ardently you qui for Children, 
and willing to engage Affection more ſtrong ly. 1 
deceived en dir a fuppeſititious Child : Your. 
Embaſſy to Spain gave me an Opportunity of making. 
Maya for my Daughter. Death compels me. 
te reve 3 — Os / * 

Aa, azing Fre . 

Mer. For { — 8 the V Joy. 
Of Happineſs and Love. 

Evg. Where are they, Mercour ? 

Micr. Here in my Arms : here let our Fates unite; . 
Be it our mutual Intereſt to conceal 
The Secret of your Birch. 

Eug. In vain : Conceal it! 
Though I deceiv'd the World, can I deceive - 
Myſelf or you ? Can we unknow it, Sir ? 

Mer. Ves; from this Hour I'll blot it from my Me? 


mory. 
B 5 My 
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My Eye ſhall gaze, tranſported, on thy Beauty, 


And my fond Heart, 1 Alliance, 
Shall imitate the Virtues it admires. 


Such Virtues, as firſt made Nobility, 
And belt fi its Honours. 
Eug. me 
ſee that Paper. (Retwrning it.) Sir, Tm 


Once more to 


Mer. Now timely think, Eugenia, who ſhall guard, 
'Through this tempeſtuous World, thy Orphan Inno- 
cenc 


e. 

Oh ! Should Misfortune's Hand fall rudely on you, 

And, like a feeble Flower, o'er- 

re 
hat 


charged with Rain, 
weeping Head, 


Eug. Th' all-powerful Hand 
Of Virtue, Honour, Piety. 

Merc. Yet tell me; 
On what do you reſolve. 

Eug. Not to inherit 
A Fortune not my own ; not to deceive 
The Heart of Dorimond with falſe Careſſes, 

Or, impious fix a Paſſion in his Breaſt, 
Which Nature has denied him. 
ek. were impi CL - 

o undeceive him. Think what Pangs, Exgenia, 
To tear a boſom'd Fondnefs from the Soul, 
However planted there. 

Eug. Their's be the Guilt, | 
Who force me to the dire Neceſſity : 

Longer to pauſe would make me ſhare that Guilt. 
Mercour, farewel, for ever. [Gap 

Mer. Have I then 
Bow'd down my Soul to Meanneſs? Have I funk 
My Spirit to a Girl? Yet mark me, proud one, 
I fee through your Deſign to ruin me; 

But ſhould you dare infinuate to my Uncle— 

Euz. Sir I dare follow Truth, where-e'er it leads, 
And own no other Guide. 

Mer. "Tis falſe; I ite 


Your better Guide, your Paſſion for my Brother ; 


Hand ſhall then ſupport your Sorrows? 
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$5 
et know, tis in my Power, imperious Peauty, 
DN nay, even his Love, deſpiſe thee. 


our own Secret : e you 
Or dread my Vengeance ; mine ; yo * 


Fug. Is it in Fear or Faney 40 ; 
Is it in Mercaurs Vengeance, or has Power, 
Or even his Heart, to make me yet more wretched ? 
Exter Clerval. | 


4 18 
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My Uncle's Promiſe ? But I'll 
II throw me at his Feet; he 
Of my n 
ö Shall be not ſee, and 
Zug. Stay, Clery 
My Fate depends on Derimend no longer. 
Cler, Not on my Uncle; Not upon your Father ? 
Eug. My Father Clerval ! Who, where is my Fa- 
ther ? 
Cler. Ye Powers, who love and guard the Innocent, 
What can Eu ena mean? 
Eug. What can ſhe mean 
But Sorrow and Deſpair? What elſe has Meaning ? 
Am I not moſt undone? 
Cl:r, Whence, where the Danger? 
My Love, my Life ſhall guard you. What Mizsfors 
tane ? 
Faz. Tis in myſelf; tis in my Deſtiny. 
* C:nſt thou do Things impoſſible to Fate? 
Can you reca! the Moment of my Birth ? 
Or, ere I ſaw the Light, can you prevent 
The Shame that gave me Being ? If thou canſt not, 
Let us give Way to Ruin. Let us part— 
Oh! Muſt I fay— for ever? 


. 
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Cler. Part! For ever! 
Nor give my Heart a Neaſon for this Dealing? 
— me 42 Fortune, of my Uncle, 

any t my Ezgenia's Faith. 
nd er ſhe can forget the Vows, 
Which once—Or did a Lover's Hope deceive me ? 


I 
. Yes, with Joy 
The nds of Love and en (for ce. fk 


Thro' my charm'd Ear, en melting on my Heart. | 

They were my Bliſs, my Hope, my every Care, 

And I was worthy then of Vows like thine. 

222299 Do you not ſee, 
my glowing Cheek, the ing Marks 

ele 

Cler. Of Shame? Diſtraction! 

Bluſhes and Shame ! Are they not Marks of Vice, 

Which, ſure, Eugenia Purity ne er knew. 

Oh! Where ſhall Virtue fix her ſacred Throne, 

If on that Cheek can looſe Diſhonour fit 

To catch the wandering Eye? No—Thou art pure, 


As Light firſt from the of Heaven. 
But if you will not tell this fatal Secret, 
Yet Mercour ſhall. | 


Fag. And I become the Cauſe . 
Of foul Debate, and Quarrels between Brothers ! 
Cher. The virtuous Man and — Bro- 
ther, | 
And he alone ; for Nature never meant 
By her Affections to engage our Hearts 
To Villainy and Baſeneſs. 
Fug. Yet will Mercour, 
Will his fierce Spirit brook the bein 1 
Will he not fay, I gave her to her Fate 
And only not conceal'd her Story longer? 
Rage may enſue, and Paſſions "iſe, regardleſs 
Of Reaſon, as of Nature. Save me, Clercal, 
From Images of Horror to diſtract me. 
Cut. Yes, every Paſſion (Anger and Reſentment) 


Shall wait upon my Love. Take your own TI a 
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Tunſold this fatal Tale. Yet, Oh! For Pity, 
Hold not my Heart too long upon the Rack 
Of Wonder and of Terror. . 8 
Eng. "Tis in Pity, 
That I refuſe to tell the hard Decree, 
Which parts our Loves for ever. Here, O Fortune, 
Let me reſign the Hopes and Promiles, 
For they are yours) of titled Birth and Greatneſs ;/ 
take them back, with every fond Idea, 
That Youth had form'd of Pleaſure and Ambition; 
But let me ſtill preſerve the chaſte Remembrance 
That I was once thought worthy his Eſteem, 
And honour'd with his Love. Clerval, farewel. 
'Tis but another .Pang—Farewel, for ever. 
[ 4s ſhe is going out, Delville enters at the oppoſite Door? 
Del. Come, my Joys, thou Friend of the Un- 
fortunate. 
re 
Dove ts an facred Hour of Sarrow. 
With my ill-omen'd Joys? 
ty png J If you are that Friend, 
As I believe, whoſe Story I have heard, 0 
Your own Misfortunes, Sir, will beſt inſtruct you 
To pity thoſe of others. Let your Friendſhip 
Support his Sorrows in this Hour of Trial. 
Cler val, farewel. Would it not pain your Heart, 


Mine wauld confeſs the Pangs it in Parting. (Exit. 


: Clerwal. Delwille, 
Gs Bs gone; my Wiſhes' Hope; my Light of 
ife, 

And Darkneſs is upon me. 

Del. What could mean 
Her Threats, at parting, of ſome worſe Misfortune, 
Of ſome ſeverer Tryal of your Virtue ? 

ir. | cannot tell. She bids me not inquire. 


"Tis in her Fate ſhe ſays ; tis in herſelf, 


And ſhe no more depends upon ber Father. 
"Tis Wonder and Diſtraction. - | 

Del. Some light Terror, 
By Fancy form d; her Sex's Fears are on her. _ 
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Cler. Oh ! She has nothing of her Sex's Few. 
Their Truth alone, their Innocence, and Beauty, 
And yet ſhe's loſt for ever But, my Lord, 

You talk d of Happineſs. I have a Soul, 
That, — the Griefs of Love, can feel for Friend. 
1 

Del. 12 
. — and my Heart 
Opens to new- pe each panting Vein, 

And ftreams again with Joy. 

Cler. Ill fated Clherwal, 

Whole Sorrows rife from that ſame Fountain-Stream, 
Whence flow the Joys of others ! 

Del. Oh! Forgive me, 

Theſe Tranſports, wildly from the Soul. 
They ſeem, I own, and yet they only ſeem, 
Forgetful of our Friendſhip, of your Happineſs, 
The Intereſts of your Heart. Indulge me ftill 
One little Hour—no—Love ſhall l i 
With every Blifs that Years have raviſh'd me. 

Cler. I will do more, my Lord; enjoy it with you 


But have you ſeen her yet ? 
Del. I go this Moment. 
The Friend, who only knew our Correſpondence, | 


He ſhall direct me to — Mourner, 
Where ſhe ſtill fighs her Sorrows o'er my Abſence, 
Where Love fits weeping on the Wings of Time, 
Weighs down his Flight, and lengthens out the Day. 
Grant me but one Embrace to chear her Sadneſs, 

To preſs the fair Affliction to my Heart, 

And the next Hour with all it can command, 
Ambition, Fortune, Power, is a —* 


OO 


1 
Enter Orphiſa. Eugenia meecti 
Orp. LY me congratulate my dear Engente. 
This _ nobly ſhewn in Virtue's Cauſe, 
She will herſelf reward. - 
"go 
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Rg Too dearly purchas d! 
The generous Do: imond For I no more, 
O Name for ever dear, although pronounc'd 
By Sorrow and Deſpair, muſt call him Father) 
Nature diſclaims me; throws me out for ever 
From her Affections; from the tender Names 
Of Parent and of Child. 
Orp, You mention'd Dorimmmd— 
Eug. I did. But Sorrow ſway'd me from my Pur- 


poſe. 
Yet weeping while I told my hapleſs Story, 
Sudden his Cheek turn'd pale; his trembling Knees — 
They ſmote each other, Ind his firm Chair ſhook 
Beneath its Weight. Frighted, I call'd for Help, 
But left him in fuch Agonies, Orphiſa— 
For who could bear it—ſuch a Scene of Sadneſs ? 
Oh ! Should he bend his reverend Ape to Earth 
With Sorrows, not his own ; with my Afflictions— 
Orp. Our Actions are our own ; their Conf 
Belongs to Heaven. The ſecret Conſciouſneſs 
Of Duty well perform d; the public Voice 
Of Praiſe, that honours Virtue, and rewards it, 
All theſe are yours, they ſhall be yours for ever. 
Eug. No; I diſclaim theſe high-born Sentimenes 4 
Th' unbending Pride, and Infolence of Virtue, 
That will not own the Miſeries it feels. 
I will indulge to Nature, and her Sorrows. 
I never have Cauſe to weep again, 
And I'll enjoy it now. 
Orp. Yet theſe ſoft Sorrows, 
That ſadly ſooth the Heart in its A ffliction, 
Unnerve its Strength, and fink it to Deſpair. 
Eug. Why ſhould I not defpair ? Have I not loſt, 
At once, the various Charities of Nature ? 
Her deareſt, firſt Relations Child and Father? 
Do I not ſtand amidſt the Works of Heaven, 
A lonely Being, where all Creatures elſe, 
Allied by Inſtinct, Duty, or Affection, 
Find mutual Aid and Comfort ? 
Orp. Yet who knows, 
But you're deſcended from a Line as noble, 


As 
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As Dorimond's high Race: 
Eug. Am I not acher 
The Child of Poverty, whoſe wretched P:rents 
For ſome low litre! 9d her? or periaps, 
Oh! Save me from tue Tho. glu te hapleſs Offspring 
Of looſe forbidden Loves? Or could my Heart 
Indulge the Hope, prefunpyvus, as uncertain, 
On what might Fancy found it ? 
Orp On the Spirit, 
That has inform'd your Heart to N obleneſs ; 
Upon the Elevation of your Sentimen:s, 
Your Love of I ruth, the Souls beſt, native Greatneſs. 
Eug. All theſe are your's, and by your Cares impreſt 
Upon my Infant Heart. Should you abandon me, 
Both they and I were nothing. 
Orp. Nor will I, 
Nor Dor:imond you. His Heart 
Will own you ſtill the Child of his Eſteem, 
With almoſt Nature's Fondneſs. Here enjoy 
The Fortune, that you meiit, midſt the S8 
Eng. That once were mine— What! Live where 
Mercour lives 
To ſee his Face, to bear the ſecret Wounding; 
Of his Contempt, and C'erwa/'s kinder Scorn ! 
To ſtand the public Gaze; the inſulting Pity 
Of common Friendſhips, or the vain Compaſſion 
Of the good-natur'd Few ! No, let me fly 
To ſome obſcure Retreat, where Virtue dwells, 
And, without Bluſhing, dares to be unfortunate. 
Enter Dorimond. 
Der. Where is my Child, my Daughter, my Fu- 
enia ? 
Why did you thus forſake your Father's Sorrows ? 
For, if I'm not a Father, whence theſe Tears, 
That pour my burſting Heart in Fondneſs o'er thee ? 
Eug. Too ſurely I have loſt the beſt of Fathers. 
Dor. "Tis Falſhood and Impoſture. Goddeſs Na- 


ture, 
Whoſe ſubtle Power pervades the heavy Maſs 
Of Earth and Water, and with Inftin& pure 
Inſpires the bght Inhabitants of Air 


* 


With 
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With genial Care to hover o'er their y , 
Say, are not theſe thy Paſſions ; theſe thy Fears? 
Do they not flow faſt from thy ſacred Fountain 
Of univerſal Love ? 
Eug. Alas! My Father, 
Since you — me in the tender Name) 
[ read the fatal Truth; the well known Hand 
Der. 2 Proof? Hands may be counter- 
it 
I'll not believe it. Tis ſome black Contrivance 
To blaſt my Wife's fair Fame, to ruin thee, 
And break thy Father's Heart. 
Eug. Oh! ſpare me, Sir. 
This eſs over-powers me. Your Compaſſion 
To a poor Maid, once honour'd as your Daughter, 
Is all I aſk. Should my unappy Fate 
Diſturb your Peace of Mind, or hurt your Health, 
Misfortune then were Guilt, were Parricide. 
Der. =o ſure it will. If you tear up the Heart- 
g 
Will not the Life- blood follow ? But, my Nephew— 
Why comes he not ? I ſent for him on th” Inſtant. 
Perhaps he doubts, perhaps he fears his Proofs ; 
Perhaps repent —— 
Orp. ( 4/fide) How little does he know him! 
He's coming, Sir. 
Eug. Permit me to retire, 
Dor. I fear you cannot ſee him without Pain ; 
Yet you muſt ſtay. 


Dor. Mercour, you come to vindicate your Honour, 
Where it is much ſuſpected, My Eſteem 
Would yet perſuade me ſome Miſtake has wrong d you. 

Mer. Of what am I accus'd ? 
Dor. Of horrid Forgery. . 
Of ſome pretended Letter of my Wife's, 
Full of ſtrange Myſtery, and toul Contrivance. 

Mer. And who io hardy, Sir, as to inform you 

Of this pretended Letter ? 
Eug. Sir, 'twas I. - | 
Mer. What need of other Proof? bes Reg 


* 
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The Vice of baſe-born NMlinds? She was not i 
How this Difcovery woi.!d affect your Peace, 
An yet th' ungrateful Mad 
Dor. Mercaur ; No more. 
Jam her Guardian ill, if not her Fa her, 
Nor ſhal! ſhe be inſulted. 
Mer. Sir, your Pardon: 
My Zeal to puniſh — Read this Paper, Sir ; 
Undoubted Proof Fxgerir:'s rot your Daughter, 
| Dorimozd roads i hin? . 
Dor. My unſuſpecing cart! Wat Treachery! 
Midſt ſuch Careſſes too! Peridious Woman! 
Why plant the dear Deluſion in my Seul, 
Or why now tear it thence ? 
Ye Powers, was I to blame? 
Ye gave her Beauty, to deceive the Heart, 
Ye gave her Words, to ſteal away the Soul, 
And ſome ſtrong Charm for every Senſes Weaknels. 
(To Mercour) You, Sir, it ſeems, her favour'd Counſellor. 
V/ky, fiace her Death, has this bold, guilty Fraud, 
For ten long Months, why has it been conccal'd ? 
er. Sir, ſhould I aim the Dagger at your Lite}. 
"Twas ig my Fear, alarm'd by my Affection, 
My Gratitude and Duty, I refolv'd | 
To wed this fair unknown ; to mix our Blood 
With Vileneſs and Obſcurity. 
Dor. | thank you. 
For me you dar'd to violate the Faith, 
Due to the ſacred Dead, and her Repentance. 
*T was for my ake you ſhew'd this fatal Paper, 
And urg d its Terrors, Poverty and Shame, 
To force her to a loath'd, deteſted Marriage. 
Mercour, your Heart — But can it, Sir, imagine, 
(Bold as you are, and ſanguine in Contrivance) | 
That I'll refign my Child, (araing to Eugenia) my 


Age e Comfort, 
My only tuture Hope — expoſe her Youth, 
Her Bloom of Softneſs, to Deſpair and Sorrow, 
On this weak Evidence, this trivial Paper ? 
Mer. You would have other Proof ? 
Dor. I will. Such Proofs, 


As cannot lie; cannot be counterfeited. 


\\ 
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1 Penold one living Witneſs. Come Oye, 
And teſtify a Truth — Which yet you know not. 

 [ fate 

Dur. Orph./a! 

Ewg. She, can ſhe be falſe to Honour? 

Can he conſpire to ruin her Cagenig? 

Orb. I had almoſt forgot this Morning's Inſult, 
Tnat would have brib'd my Honey to Vileneſs. 
did not, Sir, reſent, becauie I-icurn'd ; 

But Patience, outrag d thus, might lute its Nature, 
And alter its Complexion. 

der Spare, good Madam, | 
This paſſion'd Phraſe, this Ligni:y of Language. ? 

This Paper, Sir — 

Dir. Directed to Eugenia 

Mer. Sir, you may read it. e to Eugenia) 
Now, my haughty Maid, 

Vengeance, at leaſt, is mine. 

Der [Gi ing it to Orphiſa.] Take it O-phi/a ; 
My fecble Eyes are ſhaded o'er with Grief. 

You knew her Hand. Is there a Hope to doubt? 

Or;4., Beyond all Doubt, her Character. 

[Going to read it.] 

Der. Yet hold. 

Wiy Gould we ſearch, with a too curious Eye, 
For vecrets better hid? This fatal Paper — 
hy not deftroy it, with its Guilt, its Terrors? 

Lug. No, Sir. My perſect Soul, my ſpotleſs Fame 
Demand the Light, and dare provoke their Trial. 
dla] it be faid (Looking at Mercour) with what malig- 

nant Joy ? | 
That, in a — Conſciouſneſs of Ruin, 
ſhunn'd Diſcovery ? To avoid Misfortune 
dhall I make ſure of Infamy for ever ? 
; [Kneeling to Dorimond. 
Oh! Sir, if in my Days of Happineſs, 
If with —_ you heard my Infant Love 
the Name of Father, I implore you, 
That Paper may be read, though it expoſe 
My ſecret Soul, with all its inmoft Frailties, 
Wide open to the World. 
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Afede.) Exalted Maid 
Oh! h worthy of » deter Fate. 
(Orphiſa read.) 

If is not uwithene Pity, that 1 reveal this Secret „ 
to you. Put I am approac 7 — of Truth, 
Your Mother's Diftreſſes it not difficult to bib 
thoſe about her; to convey you from her at your Birt, 
1 po * All the Recompence, 
then, in my Power, was to make her your Govern, To w 
and, new, to reflore you to her. To 
Orph. My Child ! 

Eug. My Mother ! 
Orpb. Yes, I am a Mother. 
Great Nature's Evidence, her holy Inſtincts 
Are in my Heart. I feel; 5 eon the Track, 
Mercour, my Friend, my nobleſt Benefactor, 
Receive a Mother's Thanks — — My Child, Ezgenia — 
Oh ! How the tender Names of Child and 
'Fill now unheard by Nature's Voice pronounc'd, 
Melt on my Ear ! But what new Paſhons theſe, 
That with wawonted Tenderneſs inipire 
My ſwelling Breaſt ? O Daughter of Misfortune, 
They burſt in Tears upon thee. 
Fug. Shall l again 
my Fate ? I am the Child of Virtue. 
Amazing Tale! Could it be poſlible 
To rob you of your Child, that no Inquiries, 
(For luck I muſt ſuppoſe) could e er diſcover her? | 
Orb. Torn from me midſt the Pangs, that gave her ! 


E 
Birth, Sha 
While I lay half ex When reſtor'd, Ope 
By cruel Care, — oh to Life, ( 
— — for her, with a Mother's Tenderneſs, 
— me the was dead. Could 1 ſuſpect ? 
ob I prevent it? Could the cruel one, 
In ſuch an Hour who robb'd me, could ſhe feel 
A Mother's Griefs, in Paſſion for her Child? | 
Mer. Tf you want farther Proof—if other Evidence— 
Dor. Inhuman Inſult! Oh! too fata! Proof 
Hardly my trembling Limbs — a cold dead Faintneſs 
Thrills through my Veins — It freezes to my Heart. 
Who waits ? Ent 
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Enter Servants. 
Gently bear me to my Couch. 
—_— Joys my Child — is loſt for ever — 
] am no more a Father — poor Ezgenia — 
[He is led off. 
Eugenia. running to him. 
Oh! Sir — 
Mer. Way. Nat your officious Cares — 
Zug. permit me. Sir, (fare tis no great Requeſt) 
To wait his Grief>; to mix my Weeping ; 
To ſofter hie Aﬀijction, or to ſhare, 
Unhappy 2+ I am, the Woes I've caus'd. 


PET 2 


Mer. Ard who could bear to ſee the ſoſt Eugenia 
Bending to every menial, ſervile Office, 
That te::ds a fick Man's Couch? And yet it ſhews 
A juſt and humble Senſe of your Condition. 

Whence I preſume, your better Thoughts repent 
Of cls perverſe Diſcovery. 

Eg o, Sir. 

Wrat I hav* loft, Alliance, Titles, Fortune, 
Were not by Merit mine, meer caſual Bl 

| Norby my Crimes are loſt. One dreaded Evil, 
Thanks to my Fate, you know I have eſcap'd. 

Mer. Even infolent in Ruin l Such the 
| That ſorm d your Infant Heart. Now let th Example 

Of your illuſtrious Mother teach her Daughter, 

+ The Charm of Words, the ſentimental Language. 
Whoſe Spirit can ſupport Contempt and Poverty. ¶ Exit. 


| Eugenia. Orphi/a. 
T Fug. For me reproach'd ? For me are you inſulted ? 
Shall wy fi: ſt Hour of Life, for ſuch it 4 
Open with Shame and Outrage to my Mother ? 
Ip. O young to Lite, „ of the Wrongs, 
The cruel \lockeries, Reproach, and Inſult, 
That Poverty muſt ſuffer. Yet I know not, 
' Whe.her my Heart exal.ing in thy Virtues — 
sit ſome {ecret luſtinct that high Heaven, 
| Which thus reitores yo: by this Act of Wonder, 
Reſerves you for its own good Purpoſes ? 
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Or is it Nature's Voice, that inward whi 
My Child ſhall till be happy? — 
Lag. 1 am loft. 
Bevord all Hope, in all Things, but your Love. 
No, let us fly from this injurious World, 
From its IIl- nature, Inſolence, Compaſſion— 
Orb. And from its Love, Eugenia? 
Ez. Yes, good Madam, 
Even from its Love. A Convent's Gloom ſhall hide u 
From every Paſſion that diſtracts the Heart, 
And triumphs o'er its Virtues. There ſometimes 
To talk of our Misfortunes ; of my Father — 
Orph. Spare me, £ugenia ; at that much lov'd Nane 


That I was once moſt happy. Such a Father! 
By Honour form'd to Greatneſs, and by Nature 
Bleſs'd with each ſofter Sentiment of Soul, 
That humaniſes Virtue. Such the Huſband, 
My widow'd Tears lament. 

Eug. Is he then dead? 

O-ph. In ſome fad Hour hereafter, 


A thouſand ſad Remembrances ariſe 


w_ .: ed af aw 9 of 


You ſhall be told with what unſhaken Spirit | 


He ſacrific'd his Fortune to his Honour. ( 


That Honour is your Portion. Tis a Treaſure, 
Purchas'd by honeſt Arts, in Time of Peace, 
And, midit the Spoils of War, the nobleſt Wreath, 
That crowns a Soldier's Brow. It is a Truft, 
Bequeath'd you by a noble Line of Anceſtors, 
Who ſhall again demand it, pure, unſullied, 
And bright in its own Luftre Even your Father | 
Is preſent — in his Virtues — to demand it. | 
Eng. And he ſhall find it, Madam, in my Heart, 
In every Vein, in every 'Thought ſhall find it. 
Orb. I doubt it not. But ſee the Proof. 
Eugenia, /ecing Clerval. 
Ah! Clrwal! 


It is, indeed, a I rial of my Heart, 
But not its Weakneſs, Madam. 

Orph. Pray retire. 
Yau muſt not meet. 


by 
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Eg. Fate, Honour, Love declares, 

We ne'er muſt meet again, Exit Eugenia. 
Fnter Clerval. b 

C/-r. Saw you my Brother, Madam ? 

Orb. Not lately, Sir. 

C,. I fearch ior him in vain. 
vet, I will know each Circumſtance — 

But, Madam, you can tell my Heart's Impati 
How does the poor Eugenia bear her Fate? 
Orph. As one, who feels it, Sir, moſt ſenſibly, 

Yet is not quite dejected. 

Cler. She propoſes 
Retiring to a Convent ? 

O. ph. Has ſhe, Sir, 

Another Choice ? 

Cler. And you attend her there ? 

Orph. You cannot doubt it, Sir. 

Cler. I do not, Madam. 

I know your Goodneſs, and you always lov'd-her. 
How will it comfort the unhappy Mourner, 

To have youwFriendſhip near her! Thus employ'd 
You can't attend the neceflary Cares 

For your Retirement. Let it be my Office —. 

Orpb. Your Office, Sir 

Cler. You do not doubt my Zeal. 

Or:h, This Warmth to ſuccour the Unfortunate 
Would do much Honour, Sir, to your Humanity, 
But, Sir, you love Eugenia 

Cler Love Eugenia ! 

Yes, with a Paſſion of ſuch holy Sort — 

But I perceive her Delicacy, Madam, 

Has taken the Alarm. Then hear me promiſe, 
By every Power that guides our Hearts Aﬀe&tians, 
I will not fee her, till with your Conſent, 

I offer her my land, my Heart, my Fortune. 

Orph. Marry Eugema, Sir ? 

Cler. Yes, marry her. 

The choſen of my Heart, my Senſe, my Judgment. 
I know the feeble Reaſons that oppoſe me. 
Her Birth, her Parents yet unknown, her Poverty; 
I ſhe not rich in Virtue? Or look round 

Among 
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Among the titled Great- Ones of the Worlil, 
Do they not ſpring from ſome proud Monarch's Flut. 


terer, 
Some favourite Miſtreſs, or ambitious Miniſter, 
The Ruin of his Country, while their Blood 
Rolls down thro* many a Fool, thro' many a Villain, 
To it now Poſſeſſors? 
you, Sir, 
122 World, 
Such Sentiments as theſe ? How will you bluſh 
If poor Engenio's Birth — 
Cler. My Soul is fix d. 
And, in the Preſence of all-ſceing Heaven, 
Here, Madam, in Eugeria's Name, receive 
My pli Vows, my Honour's holy Promiſe. 
. ] do. Nay more; in my own Right 


as fans RV _acnifwasy. oo. ot to At ..9 A <A QH Nh 


How loſt, or how reftord ? What Ways of Wonder 
But wherefore do I a? Be mine t enjoy | 

The Wonder that reſtores her; to repeat ' 
My Vows of Love, my Promiſes of Truth. 

Orph. I muſt not hear ſuch Vows. Your Promiſe too, 
In unadvis'd and warmer Tranſport given, | 
] render back again. 

Cler. You cannot, Madam; | 
'Tis regiſtred in Heaven. The Saints have heard it. | 
Oh ! Madam, yet accept my Services, 

Let me be honour'd with your Confidence, 

And give me Eime to merit your Eſteem. \ 
Orpb. Be this a Proot, how highly I eſteem, 

How truly honour you, that I can truſt you 

To find out a Retirement proper for us, 

And to provide 1 faithful Friend, 

(Since Decency forbids your going with us) 

In whom we may confide. 

Cer. My Diligence ſhall prove, 2 
How gladly I accept th obliging Truſt. 

[Going 


Orb. I ſhall expect you, Sir. 
| Cler. 
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Cler. On th' Inſtant, Madam ; 

Swirt as the Ra of a Lover's Hope. [Exit. 
Orph. Now for a Moment's Thinking to recover 

My agitated -pirits. Wherefore think? 

Vain is all human Thought, all human Aid. 

Come then, Religion, holv, heaven born Maid, 

Thou ſureſt Refuge in our Day of Trouble, 

To thy great Guidance, to thy ſtrong Protection, 

I give my Child — Oh! hear a Mother's Prayer — 

Guide thou her Heart in thy own ſacred Ways, 

And keep thine ever-open Eve pon her. 

That ſhe be y worthy to inherit 

Her Father's Name and Honours. Gracious Heaven, 

Beho d her yet untainted Innocence, 

And IOh! reſtore whom Thou and ſacred Nature 

Have made hcr Guide, her Guardian, and Protector, 

In Youth's unguarded Paths. Oh! Save her, Heaven. 


(Exit. 
. 
Clrwal. Mercour. 
Arr. 117 HAT is the meaning, Clerwal, muſt 
W n of * 


My Cute will not fee me? What's my Crime? 
Who my Accuſers ? This his boaſted rirmneſs 
Where he profeſs'd to Love? Theſe light Sufpicions ? 
Unheard to be condemn't ? Is this hi, Juſtice ? 
Chr. What cer it be, | would not have you meet 
His frſt Diſpleaſure; even in Pity to him; 
For he has Griz fs without one added Sigh, 
To ſink his Age for ever. 
Mer. Huw! not vindicate 
My Innocence ? Not tell him he has wrong'd me ? 
Let me not think that Clerval means me falſely. 
Cler. I mean you falſely ! 
Mer. B this Advice it ſeems fo. 
A Brother, jcalous of a — Honour, 


50 EUGEN IA. 


Sure would not thus adviſe him; would himſelf 
Believe him innocent. 
Cler. Miercour, Farewel. 
In this diſtemper'd Warmth it were not ſafe 
To hear, or anſwer you. 
Mer. Vet tell me, Clerval, 
How I've offended? Is it then a Crime 
To keep a painful Secret from his Heart, 
And bend my ſwelling <pirit, for his Sake, 
To wed this foundling Girl ? 
Clerv. ( fide.) 
O Patience. Heaven | | 
Mer. To taint our Blood, which has thro' Ages flow i 
Unmixt and pure ; to ſtain it with Diſhonour. 
Cler. Can Virtue ſtain it? 
Mer Yes, the vulgar Virtue, 
Which low-born Spirits practiſe. This Orphiſa — 
This Governt ſs—ard well ſhe fill'd her Station, 
For ſhe was equal to it — Say, what Virtues 
Can take their Riſe from her? Is the Source foul, 
And can the +tream be pure? But you're a Lover, 
And Love can change th' unerring Courſe of Nature. 
Cler. And yet, tilt this unzappy Morn, your Heart, 
Your Tongue, at leaſt, confeſs'd Exgenia's Merit, 
Like me, you faw her with a Lover's Eye, 
But the perverſe and haughty Maid, it ſeems, 
From ſome unnatural Spirit, with Contempt 
Look'd down on 1Verccur's Greatneſs 
Meir. With Contempt 
Look'd down upon me? 
Cir. No; with th' inborn Pride, 
And Dignity of Virtue. 
M.. C':rval, hold. 
Left, in my Rage — I ſee who tis ſupports 
Her Inſolence — Contempt! I may forget 
Tha; Nature made us Brothers. 
Cr. Raſh, light Man. 
Ruin like yours is privileg'd to rail. 
And when it raves, tho' impotent of Harm, 
Prudence 


— 
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Prudence will ſhun its Walks, or hear dleſs, 
Nor anſwer to its Frenzy. Exit Cler val. 
Mer Yet, my Soul, a 
Sappreſs thy Rage: make ſure of your Revenge, 
Then burſt in Horrors on them. Ha! My Uncic! 
Enter Dorimond. 
Der. So, Sir; it ſeems you will be juſtified, 
And with the Front of Innocence demand it. 
But I am ill at Eaſe to hear th Harangues 
Of praQtis'd Art. 
Mer. I'll not diſturb your Quiet. 
And Heaven, I doubt not, in its own Time, 
Will clear my injur'd Name — May all its Bleflings 
Pour'd with abundant Hand, dwell ever round you. 
[ Pretending to go. 
Dor. (afide) Who would not think him innocent 
Stay Mercour 


y 
You will be heard ? Will vindicate your Honour ? 
Mr. I know not, Sir, of what I am accus d; 
How [I've offended. If it was a Crime, 
That, in Obedience to the ſacred Will 
Of her who is no more ; or that, in Juſtice 
To her repentant Sorrows, I diicover'd 
This guilty Secret, yet remember, Sir, 
How long did I conceal it ? Why conceal it, 
But for your Peace of Mind? Or may I own, 
In pity— No- owa the ſofter Motive— 
In Love to poor Exe. 
Dor Love! Eu ana! 
Mer. She was the firſt, the only of her Sex, 
Who ever fuld my Heart with Hopes, with W iſhes. 
From thence, unpractis'd Lovers in the Arts, 
( Wnoſe Boſoms beat with Paſſions, which they feel not) 
I told, with Nature's pure Simplicity, 
My artleſs Tale. She heard me with Diſdain, 
White I, to Reaſon loſt, in my Impatience, 
In Impotence of Rage, and mad Revenge, 
Gave Way to my Reſentment, and with Threats — 
— | know noc what — but I am puniſh'd for it 
Deteſted, hated, ſcorn'd — yet ſtill I love. | 
C 2 Dor. 
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Dor. My poor undone Emilia! How could Inno- 
ce 


cen 

Like thine, eſcape the Snares of this bad Man 

(Mercour ft) Emilia ! 

Dor. les, Emilia; Hadſt thou heard 
(But thou haſt loſt all Feelings of Humanity) 
The generous \'aid, amidft her Soul's Deſpair, 
Am idſt the Shame and Bluſhes of her Frailty, 
Tell the black Story of her own Undoing 
To fave Fuge; ia from thy Baſeneſs. Heavens! 
Is't poſſible ! How would he talk of Virtue — 
Angels might liſten to him with Delight. 
O Hypocrite, thy Boldneſs ſtrikes at Heaven, 
And makes its fervid Saints appear Impoſtors. 

Mer. [Hie] Curſe on my Folly, that could riſque 

niy Fortune 

Upon the way ward Spirit of a Girl. 

Dor. Be it one Pang to ſuch a Heart, as thine, 
To know that ſhe is happy ; reconcil d 
To her ſ ert Peace of Mind, by holy Vows, 
That conſecrate her future Lifc o Heaven, 
A Siſter of the Satuts. Oh ! could your Heart 
Repent the Crimes, the Horrours it was forming, 
That Heaven may pardon you. Till then let Shame, 
Let Kage, Deſpair, yo:r diſappointed Schemes, 
And Poverty, which, worſe than Death, you dread, 
Be long your Punithment. 

Mer. Welcome my Fate, 
With all its Horrours, welcome; even with Poverty. 
Repentance — no — my haughty Soul diſclaims it. 
Your Goodneſs — Meakneſs — might, perhaps, forgive 


me. 
] will not be forgiven — will not bend 
To the upbraiding Inſolence of Pardon. 
IL. me have any Torment, but your Pity. 
And fince we | for ever, I'll no longer 
Diſſemble or diſguiſe me. I'm, by Nature, 
W hat you call Villain. III enjoy the Title; 
Enjoy that ardent Spirit, which can riſe 


r 
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Above the Terrours, form'd for lower Beings, 
The ſenſeleſs * that awe the Fools of Vi tue. 
ä Exit. 
Dor. Where are thy Terrours, nn Wet 
thy Juſtice ? 
That this bad & lan dare boldly own his Crimes, 
Inſult thy ſacred Power, and Glory in it. 
But tis the _ of Deſpair, and t ĩeaven 
Shall yet o e him in his Hours of Thinking. 
F Euter Clerval. 
Cler. Eugenia, Sir 
Der. How fares the lovely Mourner ? 
Cler. In Tears; but with ſuch Dignity of Sorrow == 


vir, ſhe implores you, by each tender Thought, 


Which melts the Goodneſs of our Hearts to Pity, 
That ſhe may throw her at your Feet, and take 
Alaſt, ſad, parting Bleſſing from her Father. 
Der. I am a weak, old Man, by Vears enfeebled, 
By theſe Mi-fortunes more. If at this Diſtance, 
The Thought of parting with her wound my Life, 
Ok! how ſhall I divide my Soul from hers, 
When mixt in nearer Sorrows ! How I dread 
This cracl, tender Parting ! But I muſt 
Yes, I will ſee her — tis her Fate and mine. 
Cle. Vu, ſceing Eugenia. How, thro” her Tears, 
wrh pale and trembling Rali ce; 
The Eye of Bcauty fines, and lights her Sorrows ! 
A. riſe: o'er the Storm ſome fiiver Star, 
lle Seaman's Flope, and Premiſe of his Safety. 
Later Eugenia, Orphiſa. 
Fug — m, lait Farewel ; my Friend, my Fa- 
ther, 


For fil vou hold à boſom'd Intereſi here. 
C43 | You 


54 EU GENIA. 


You live among the ſofteſt Feelings here 
Nature has none, more exquiſitely tender. 
Cler [ Afede] Now Pity, Love, and Grief, unite your 
Powers ; 
Let them not part make it impoſſible. 
Dor. [t: Orphiſa.] Orphiſa, I have wrong'd you 
Pray, forgive me. 1 
Suſpicion is the Frailty of old Age. 
The Weakneſs of my Heart — 
Orp No, Sir, its Goodneſs, 
Its unſuſpecting Confidence deceiv d you. 

Cler. [to Dorimond.] How noble, Sir, how gene- 

rous ! 

Dor. Well, Orphiſa. 

To make you ſome Amends for ſuch an Inſult. 
Take, to your Care, my lov'd, my dear E enia, 
My Daughter and your own. 

Orp. Your Davghter, Sir ! 

Dor. The Daughter of my Choice; of my Eſteem; 
If not by Nature, yet by I aw, my Daughter. 

Eu enia, | adopt you. Fnter, Child, 
Into your Rights; nay, more; here take Poſſeſſion 
Of a fond Father's Love. 

Eug. The tender Treaſure ! 

My grateful Heart pours forth its beſt Affections, 

Thro every Vein, to meet and to receive 

Oh! may I, Sir, deſerve it. Thus reſtor'd 

To all the facred Charities of Nature, 

Of Father, Mother, Child. where-ſhall my Wonder, 

Where _— my Joy begin—Oh! where my Grati- 
e! 

Cher. [turning to Dorimond, with great A. itaticn.] 
White your full Hand is dealing Bleflings round you, 
Oh ! bleſs me too, my Uncle. Give my Soul 
Its only Wiſh of Happineſs hereafter. 

Dor. Whence are theſe Tranſports! 

Chr. Was it poſſible, | 
Converfing with her Lovelineſs, and gazing 
Ou Leauty's perfect Form to gaze uncharm d? 


| 
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Dor. Form'd as ye are to make each other happy, 

How ſhall 1 joy to ſce your Loves united 
[to Orphiſa. 

Here, Madam, join with mine a Mother's Bleſſing, 
And make my Nephew happy. 

Cr. O my Uncle! 

Dor. And, if I judge aright, a kind Conſenting 
Kindles its Bluſhes on Evgcnia's Cheek. 

Orp. . — Language can refuſe this offer d 

unty, 

Yet ſpeak me not ungrateful. There were Day 
The happieft of my life, when to have ſeen * 
My Daughter wedded to your Nephew's Merit, 
Had been my highett Pride. But now my Fate 
Permits me to receive, of all your Goodneſs, 
Only that promis'd, kind Retreat. 

Dor. Refus d! 
At ſuch a Time, and in ſuch Circumfances ! 

Cher. . all'n from my Wiſhes' Height, a Lover's 

ope, 

When I had rais'd Imagination high 

Orp. [to Clerval.] Sir, you may break my Heart, 


not bend its Purpoſe. 
| will not offer you a allet, Pity, 
And more I cannot give. [tvrning to Dorimond. 
Sir, if I've robb'd 
My Child of Riches, Titles, Friends, Alliance, 
(On! judge me in the Goodneſs of your Heart) 
Muſt there not be ſome Cauſe, ſome wond'rous 
Motive! 
Dir. Indeed tis Wonder all. 
b Crp. I own your Goodneſs . 
e erves much more than mere Acknowledgment ; 
Demands my utmott Confidence, as far 
As Duty will permit me. Can I, Sir, 
Liſpoſe of her in Marriage? Is ſhe mine 
Hor. Not yours! : | 
O. Nat mine alone. Or can I violate 
A Father's Right to give away his Child? 
Eug. My Father living! 


Orp. 
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Orp. Ves, he lives, Euzerta, 
And the ſweet Hope comes ſmiling : my Heart, 
That Heaven, wanſe Mercy thus reitores my Child, 
Will give un to my. Vows, my Tears, my Hopes 
To my Deſpair, will give him. 

Eu:. Where, whcre is he? 
Oh! teach my I @ve, my Piety to find him. 

Orp. 1 he is, ye Heavenly Hoſt protect 


Ve Angels, ye, who with Delight behold him 

In your own Likeneſs form'd, in perfect Goodneſs; 
And ye, our miniſtring Spirits here on Earth, 
Honour and Virtue, ſtrongly hover round him, 

For where he is ye dwell. Oh! pardon me 


| L Dor. 
This Rapture of involnntary Praiſe. 
Delville behind the Scenes. 
Come, Clerval, come; direct me, guide me to her, 
The ſweet Suppori, and Hope. of my Vis fortunes. 
Orp. [ farting. ] Ye Powers, what Voice was there! 
(er. | to Dorunond ] That noble Friend, 
Ot whole Mi-fortuncs, Sir 
Enter Pelville. 
Orp. All gracious Frovidence 
That giv'it to Things unreal ſuch ſtrong Seemings, 
Still, fill continue the belov'd !ILfhon 
It is ioo trong a Joy to bear, and live. [ Fointiny. 
Die. "I's he; "tis ſhe; her Heart confcles me. 
Thanks to our Woes, this firit Embrace is theirs, 
[ Catching her in his rms. 
Ard I'll enjoy their Poumty. ee, my Cera, 
Like a kind Aae, abſent long from home, 
"The >out vit, Snales returns to its fair Dwelling ; 
Flows thraug“ * (pal ple Chambers of the IIcart, 
Where I.ife ret, cs, to ice that all is well, 
And wake» her Findling Beauties to their Luſtre. 
Orp. Lord of my Life; then Heaven Ceclares us 
Power | 7 
In doing Acts of Mercy. How the Joys, 
That ſhould, for Years, have fill'd the Arms of Love, 
Colle*:ed, 
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collected, pour their Tranſports on my Heart. 
Unutterable Blif>! Come, my Eugenia, 
Here pay the Duty, that a Father claims. 
Eug. (4nceling. ] Accept it, Sir, in Tears of Lo 
and Rapture. 
| Delv. Eugenia mine! my Daughter! This the Off- 
ſprin , 
Thus 4 — fair, of our unhappy Loves, 
Thus excellent, thus amiable in Virtue ? 
What can a Father's Fondneſs wiſh you more, 
Than to coniinue what you are? O Clerval, 
Thou excellent young Man, to whom I owe 
My F:iends, my Country, and my Sovereign's Fa- 


Cler. If to be 
A illing Inftr1ment of Providence 
Deſerve your I hanks 
Der. Let me, my Lord, affiſt 
His ſpeechleſs Withes. 
Delv. Sir, | underſtand them. 
Come, my Eugenia, you ſhall pay him for me, 
Such Thanks as he deſerves ; I have prov'd it 
That Woman, [pointing to Orphiſa] tender, amiable, 
and conſtant, 
s Virtue's beſt Reward. 
Cir, Bleſt to my Wiſh, 
* B.xond my warmeſt Hope Eugenia's mine. 
Eug. And miue, without a Bluſh, to own my Hap- 
ineſs. | 
F Delville 7 Dorimond. 
But, Sir, to you, the gvard ian Friend of Innocence 
| (Forge ſhe dwells, and Das i:::ad protects her) 
What Thanks are due ? | 
Her. This Guſh of Dy, theſe Tears 
Rapture, that o'c:flows my Heart, let them, 
Far they alone can tell you., Low I feel 


The 
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This Hour of Ha embracing Eugenia.) Once 2 
more, my Chill, 
Indulge an old Man's Love, whoſe Weakneſs thus 
Paurs his Heart's Bleſſings on thee. 
Eug. Thus I meet 
With equal, eful Joy, the tender Tranſport. 
Del. Here let us pauſe ; with humble Adoration 
Behold the Maze, thro' which th' eternal 
Hath guided us to Happineſs. Orphi/a, 
When for my Crime—Oh ! could no other Puniſhmeag 
Attone its Guilt! — The Law, with rigorous Hand, 
Turn'd out thy Softneſs to Deſpair and Anguiſn 
Der. Nobly ſhe ſcorn'd to bend her Dignity, 
And your Name, to the World's proud — | 
Then choſe this humble Station; this Retreat FF 
Del. And you, my generous Youth, whoſe Love of 


Woo'd my Exgenia's Beauties even in Ruin | 
A Faiher's Thanks are thine. | 


Cler. Not mine, my Lord. | 
Give them to her, who taught me how to love ; \ 
All Praiſe was made for Her; all Joy and Tranſport 

Del. Praiſe is the ſacred Attribute of Heaven. 
"Tis ours alone, with humble, greatful Hearts | 
T'employ the gracious Inſtincts it beſtows 
To our own Honour, Ha and Virtue ; 

For Happineſs and Virtue are the ſame. 


e i. 


The EN Bp. 


itten by Colley Cibber, Eſq; 
Spoken by Mrs. Pritchard. 


te various Wonders Wit can do, 

Whether to pleaſe the Many, or the Few ) 
harms an Audiencc — like a Stroke, that's new. 
Lis chiice Secret found, I dare engage, 

sag our ſolrmn Champion to the Stage, 

to reach this Merit wwere no more, 

, to write—as none e, wrote before. 

| hy h:re's a { | iy now —of what Kind to call it 


| front no more than of what will befal it 
Wheth.r the Critics Praiſe—or bolder Bucks ſhall 


mau it ; 
h France 'twas Comedy; but here tis Tragic ! 
And ell by dint ¶ pure poetic Magic —— 
Mi. „% ME iet, 1 lon't by this aver, 
That ev'ry cet is a © onjurer ; 
Os i. all Sentiment, blank Verſe, and Virtue, 
Di But yet no Bloodſhed to divert ye. 
Plays in rance perhaps may cut a Figure; 
Bu? to ru; Critics here they re mere Soup-meagre; 
" thrre they never ſtain their Stage wwith Blood ; 
glich * romachs love ſubſtantial "ood. 

! the Lightning's Blaze, the Thunder" Roll! 
Pointed Ciigger, and the fois'nins Beau! 
Drums and ! rumpets Clangor fell the Scene, 
the gor d Battle bleed in 6v'ry Vein. 


EPILOGUE 
RY ing Spark, 
Till Gods mer Gods and in the Dark I .. 
This now did ſomething in the Days of Tae, 
When Lungs beraic made the Gallemes roar. 

2 
Has be throws , i the Daſe endo? | 
Yet on your e boldly he.relied,  =<S& 
Ne P arty form's, no pariial Friendbis tried. 
The Lov of Proj bis im Seu ils | 
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